You could tell she had them from the respect shown by her
legions of relatives who came to visit her, all dressed in un-
alleviated black, on Toussaint, the day of the dead, when they
all set out together for the resting places of other relatives who
had gone before and left their economies in the right direction.
She must have been a grand girl once, and I wondered that she
was only Mademoiselle Sautier. She tolerated Madame from
me, poor foreigner, but would snap eje n'ai pas de Monsieur' at
cronies who, hearing me say it, tried to ingratiate themselves
by calling her that.

In the evenings, I began to see how the news is made.
Sweating lavishly in an upholstered cabin, insulated against
noise, I strained my ear muscles to catch between the noises,
what little exasperated voices were saying in Madrid and Rome
and Berlin. Strange things happened. A voice from Morocco
whispered to me of a gallant and successful attack on a Rifi
position 'by two Italians'. I did not notice anything strange.
It ought to have been 'by two battalions'. A correspondent in
Geneva spoke of ethe famous Ali Baba arbitration case5, and
that was all right with me, who had never heard of the good
ship Alabama. And once when the multi-murderer Landru
was being tried my colleague in London dropped the word
'beard' from an allusion to his 'long black beard', and the sub-
editor in London put 'hair' into the gap. Landru was as bald
as a coot.

I went out to Versailles to see him, and sat among the avid
Parisiennes scoffing their sweet cakes and sandwiches and
scoffing audibly at his protestations of innocence. He had
killed and burned a dozen women for their economies and
the police had evidence that about two hundred and fifty
women in all had been his dupes. I watched the fiery Corsican
de Moro-Giafferi, simulating intense moral indignation at the
suggestion that his client was a murderer, the public prosecutor
sitting in his pen and gazing unblinkingly at Landru, whom he
reminded from time to time that his head was at stake, and
Landru himself, turning in quiet dignity to reprove the jeers
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